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And watch her harvest ripen; her herd increase,
Nor the cannon-bullet rust on a slothful shore,,
And the cobweb woven across the cannon's throat
Shall shake its threaded tears in the wind no more.

And as months ran on and rumour of battle grew,
' It is time, it is time, 0 passionate heart/ said I
(For I cleaved to a cause that I felt to be pure and

true),

e It is time, 0 passionate heart and morbid eye,
That old hysterical mock-disease should die.'
And I stood on a giant deck and mix'd my breath
With a loyal people shouting a battle-cry,
Till I saw the dreary phantom arise and fly
Far into the North, and battle, and seas of death.

Let it go or stay, so I wake to the higher aims
Of a land that has lost for a little her lust of gold,
And love of a peace that was full of wrongs and,
shames,
Horrible, hateful, monstrous, not to be told;
And hail once more to the banner of battle unroll'd !
Tho' many a light shall darken, and many shall
weep
For those that are crushed in the clash of jarring
claims,
Yet God's just wrath shall be wreak'd on a giant liar ;
And many a darkness into the light shall leap,
And shine in the sudden making of splendid names,
And noble thought be freer under the sun,
And the heart of a people beat with one desire;
For the peace, that I deem'd no peace, is over and
done,
And now by the side of the Black and the Baltic
deep,
And deathful-grinning mouths of the fortress, flames
The blood-red blossom of war with a heart of fire.